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Mr. Wesley?" he asked. "Go and carry him back
again." The silly mob then decided to go to
another Justice at Walsall, where they arrived at
seven, to be met with the answer that the magis-
trate was in bed. Well, there was nothing for it
but to go back, and fifty or so undertook to convey
Wesley home. But just then a huge rush of
excited Walsall men poured in like a flood, and
overwhelmed the Darlaston convoy, battering
them hideously. Wesley tried to speak, but " the
noise on everyside was like the roaring of the sea.'5
When he could make himself heard in the din, the
mob-leader turned and said : " Sir, I will spend
my life for you ; follow me, and not one soul here
shall touch a hair of your head." Vain boast.
For three mortal hours the possessed rabble im-
pelled Wesley up and down the streets, and across
the river, shouting " Knock his brains out ! Down
with him ! Kill him at once ! Drown him !
Hang him on the next tree ! " and even " Crucify
him ! " Somehow he survived with no further
damage than a flap of his waistcoat being torn off,
mercifully not the one with papers and money in
it. When he tried to slip in to the door of a house
that he saw stand open, they dragged him out by
the hair. He was hit twice, but both blows were
as nothing, " for though one man struck me on
the breast with all his might, and the other on the.
mouth with such a force that the blood gushed out
immediately, I felt no more pain from either of
the blows than if they had touched me with a